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Summary:
Ashley is pretty peeved one evening when Andrew leaves the apartment to go out for his twenty-first, is there anything more frustrating than not feeling like the most important person in someone else's life?

It's totally unfair!

Notes:
A little something to keep me occupied while I wait for the full release.

Please enjoy!

Chapter 1: A Late Night, a year or so ago.
Chapter Text
‘How long had it been since Andrew was home?’

 

That was the thought that played through my head as I laid there, remarking the ceiling of the apartment with what I assumed was a stern, bored look. Evening had descended hours ago, and Andrew had still not arrived back home like he said he would. Mom told me not to worry and that Andy was still enjoying his night…

 

‘But how could that ungrateful ass decide to enjoy his day without me!?’

 

That thought made my jaw clench tightly and I drew both of my hands up to my face to press the ball of my palms into my eye sockets. I kicked at the covers of the bed once or twice before the star speckled blanket limped unceremoniously to the carpet. I dragged my fingers up against my forehead as my brain wondered softly how much force it would take to dig out my own eyeballs.

 

Just then I stopped pressuring them against me as the imprint of my own veins were bleached into my vision. Instead dropping my arms to the sides of my head and pushing out a pouting breath of air. Clenching both of my hands before lifting my head up towards the other bed in the room. His perfectly made bed, Andrews… Andy’s perfectly laid out bed. Just like his perfectly folded clothes and his stupid perfectly brushed hair.

 

Stupid

Stupid

STUPID!!

 

The voice within me sent me to sit up on my own bed, feeling my hair fall around my face. Making me naturally move my hand to brush it out of my expression. Feeling an anger seeping up my neck that made my flesh tingle with familiar feelings.

 

“It’s my twenty-first, Ashley, you can’t even drink yet!”

 

“Who’d wanna drink with your dumbass anyway!?”

 

I got scolded by Mom for that, arguing with him on his way out… I wanted to fake something drastic. Like a heart attack or a harsh breakup but Andy would weasel his way out of it. Doubt he’d believe I was dating anyone either… he’s a hawk like that, it was almost flattering. 

 

My feet found the carpet on their own as I thought of the fact that I was hardly any better. Standing here and being pissed off all night, I didn’t even eat anything yet which my stomach decided to remind me of occasionally. 

 

“Oh Andrew, your sister died from starvation cause she was sooooo worried!” I let my voice drool with all the vitriol I wanted to spew at him. My steps leading me ever closer to the edge of his bed. Letting angry hands move whatever way they wanted when I came up to it. Taking up the nicely tucked corner and ripping the whole thing from his bed. “Andy, how could you abandon Ashley!?” I took the sheet and tore it clean from the head of the bed, his mattress cover was next. “Did you ever think about her when you were out staring at any other bitch !?” I clambered over the edge of the bed and punched a fist shaped hole into his pillow. It was dumb but it felt good. 

 

When I sufficiently fucked up his side of the room I scoured my things for a coat and some shoes. Feeling that anger flush into my body then to my legs.

 

“Maybe If I get axe murdered that fucking punk will…” I knew what was going to come out of my mouth but it didn’t play across my tongue as I slipped my arms into the jacket proper. Zipping it up as I moved on to my shoes. “No socks either, you’re gonna fawn all over me when I find you, Andrew.”

 

Properly geared up I took a few timid steps in my shoes, already feeling the heel of them digging into my flesh. Knowing a few hours of walking like this would give me seriously bloody feet.

 

Which was exactly what I wanted it to do. 

 

I took a deep breath and moved my way out of the room, drawing open the door and out of our bedroom. Looking at the kitchen momentarily as the angry hunger in my stomach aches out for anything to eat. But I wasn’t going to let go of something so potent to fuck with Andy with, his overwhelmed little sister searching all night to find him. 

 

He’s probably with some bitch right now… forgetting all about me…

 

My jaw clenched once again, grinding my teeth together as I pushed on to the front door. Glancing at our parents bedroom for a second before unlocking the deadbolt and main door handle. Snagging my key ring from the hook and taking the door handle with my other hand. 

 

Opening the door revealed Andy… Andrew, standing right there in the hall.

 

“A-Andrew?” My voice let out involuntarily, glancing up his figure revealed a disheveled shirt, and messy hair. His sleeves rested against his arms at mismatched angles and his pants were dusted across the knees like he had fallen in dirt. I shifted to look at his face but the messy hair hung just in the way.

 

“Ashley…” he mumbled, “Uh, are Mom and Dad still awake?” His question made me lean back from the door to look off at our parent’s bedroom, seeing the darkness within. I looked back to Andrew with a silent shake of my head. Still somewhat shocked to find the man I had been so angrily hunting for a few seconds ago was already here. Looking… worse for wear. He nodded and that’s when he lifted his head, adjusting his hair ever so slightly so his sharp green eyes peaked down at me. Something about his stare felt very… alive. I couldn’t really describe him another way as his hand moved up to his face and pushed some of his hair out of the way. “Gonna stand in the way all night?” He remarked, yet his voice came out slightly timid, not overtly so mind you. But it was there, tugging at the tones of his voice.

 

“Well I was thinking of exacting a toll,” I let the weird pulling feeling in my chest flutter up to push out my voice, “You know, maybe some money, or a kiss for the lady of the night?”

 

“What the fuck are you on about, Ashley?” I let a chuckle slip past my lips and I leaned into the doorframe as I brought a hand to my chin. Holding my face with drumming digits against my skin. Content to watch him scowl down at me. After a second or two I let my arms fall down to cross at my midsection, letting him get a good look at my face as the momentary shock at his sudden arrival had finally washed away. Letting me scowl properly in return.

 

“You’re home awfully late, Andy .”

 

“Don’t call me that, Ashley.” His brow furrowed but his position in the hall was as rigid as ever.

 

“Or what, Andy?” His cheek twitched sharply at my use of his nickname once again, “You’ll run off to some bar, never to come back?”

 

“I knew it,” he muttered softly, getting my grin to peek through as he did so. “You’re still upset about my going out without you .” 

 

“What a revelation, dumbass, did you come up with that while you were sucking face with some bar whore?” Andrew’s lips parted ever so slightly as he licked his upper lip. Glaring down at me for a moment before leaning against the doorframe opposite of me, staring at me from the short space between us. 

 

“Is that what you’re worried about?” He asked, his eyes almost losing their anger and replacing it with dull annoyance. 

 

“Well… of course, you were gone awhile.”

 

“I was gone for five hours at most.”

 

“Yeah and you always seem to meet women when I’m around too so a whole five hours you might’ve gotten married!” Andrew suddenly chuckled then let one of his hands reach up to paw at his cheek.

 

“I didn’t meet anyone special while I was out, just a few drinks from a few bars with a few friends.” I looked at him properly as he spoke, “Just like I said it would be.”

 

Yet it didn’t exactly explain what was going on with his clothes…

 

“Why do you looked so fucked anyway?” Andy blinked at that as if I reminded him of something important, looking down at himself. His left arm came up and pulled at the fabric of his shirt as a smirk crossed his expression as he looked at me once more.

 

“What, worried about me, Leyley?”

 

“Always.” I retorted, perhaps catching him off guard as his full-of-himself expression had faltered ever so slightly. 

 

“Well, those friends said some shitty things, I fought with them a little bit.” He spoke but just so happened to leave out what felt like the most important bits.

 

“Gonna elaborate, Andrew?”

 

“Gonna let me in, Ashley?” I stared at him for a moment more before stepping back into the apartment, turning around to walk towards the kitchen as he stepped inside with a sigh before shutting the door and locking up. I made it to the counter as he followed my steps to the kitchen, instead moving towards the stove and turning towards me at the counter.

 

“So, you’re inside, tell me who I gotta kill.” His smirk appeared on his lips, even in the low light of the evening I could make out his expression. His subtleties as he stood there midst the kitchen floor. At my words he would move close to the counter across from me. Letting his hands come down to the edge and rest himself atop it. 

 

“No one who matters, Leyley.” His voice was firm, bold even, it teased at my spine and made me adjust my spot at the counter. “These friends… they’re the ones from work, well we were all hanging out-“

 

“I don’t need the prelude, Andy…” he would chuckle at my interruption, allowing myself a moment to lean onto the counter with my elbows propping me up. I was positioned about halfway towards him and his eyes remained on my face the whole time.

 

“Basically, they were shit-talking you.” I felt my features scrunch up as he continued. “I fought with them, they fought back then I left.”

 

“Wow, defending my honor, think I’d really buy up some bs like that?” It was his turn to scrunch his face up at me. Pushing my hand across the countertop to draw circles into the space between us with my fingertip. “Even if it does sound… very romantic, it’s a little far-fetched.”

 

“You wanna call bullshit on me?”

 

“Abso-fucking-lutely I do, you’re just placating me.” I flattened my hand against the top and pressed myself up to lean up towards him, he leaned a bit closer to me unconsciously.

 

“Whatever helps your fucked head from losing it.”

 

“Yeah yeah, make sure your crazy bitch sister doesn’t get in the way of your good time?”

 

“That’s not what-“

 

“Or how about you dirty yourself up, concoct some bullshit story so I don’t ignore your desperate ass?” His grip had tightened along the edge of the counter, I felt myself gnawing at the corner of my lip. Pulling back just a bit so I stood a bit taller. “How bout it, Andy, feel romantic enough for you yet?”

 

“Get fucked, you absolute asshole.” His voice was rough, and distracted me just enough from the moment that I didn’t see his hand reach forward and grab me at my wrist. Drawing me up quite roughly and causing me to wince. “You got anything else to add?” He asked sharply, holding me in place against the counter as I shook my head.

 

“So, gonna show me how strong you were tonight? What a big strong man Andrew Graves is when he’s grabbing on to women?”

 

“You are such an insufferable person. Scratch that, you’re hardly human.”

 

“I’ll settle for being Leyley.”

 

“You don’t even deserve a name.” I let out a cooing ‘o’ at his words but that didn’t seem to have the effect I was looking for. The disarming kind that is, Andrew drew me tightly into his grip, making me stay in place as he took steps around the counter and onto my side. Forcing me to stand fully when he did so. Until he took his other hand and pushed me onto the stool behind me. If it was anybody else it would be intimidating, but with Andrew it felt normal. He was always strong, strong enough to make himself a force to be reckoned with. Even if beneath his long sleeved sweater he looked like a lithe twink.

 

“What’re you gonna do, Andy, choke me out till I see stars?”

 

“Would you like that, Leyley, going out all soft and easy,” Why did that string of words make me shiver in place? It really shouldn’t have, it really should not have worked on me. But the heat on my face felt altogether natural and unnatural. I had not prepared for that… not prepared for the sudden shortness of breath. “With my hands around your throat?” Andrew’s hand rolled over the top of my shoulder, closing in around my neck, thumbing the front of my signature collar. Drawing hopelessly against the top of my collarbone.

 

“You don’t have the balls, Andy…”

 

“Cause I’m not as fucked up as you?”

 

“Cause it’s me.”

 

“Would you like to bet on that, Leyley?” His index and middle finger encroached the back of my neck, and I’m sure he felt the goosebumps prickling at the skin. It was only then that his face became the most clear to me. His green eyes glimmering in the evening air, his expression flat and dangerous, and this angry bruise forming at his cheek. I reached my free hand up to poke at his bruise and he winced sharply, his fingers losing their grip but finding a good bit of my shoulder to grab on to. “Ow…”

 

The sharp cough that slipped up my throat shocked even me as I quickly brought my free hand to my mouth to keep myself from bursting out laughing. The quiet squeal of my voice peeking through my fingers as Andrew’s eyes came to regard me with an amused expression. Far from his angry, hate filled persona, mouth twisting up into a delighted smirk. 

 

“It still hurts you know?” He let his smirk turn neutral but his eyes were still bemused.

 

“Looks like it… so I guess you really did get into a fight.” Just then he stood up away from me, letting his hands fall naturally to his sides.

 

“You know I don’t like lying.”

 

“Oh please…”

 

“I don’t like lying to you.”

 

“There it is, so, my knight in shining emerald huh?”

 

“Quit that.” His quickness of retort made me interested so I sat up straight, leaning my arm across the counter… somewhat missing the grip he took of me.

 

“Quit what?”

 

“Quit the unnecessary urge to toy with me, yeah my coworkers spoke some shit about you. Being too clingy or creepy and I hit one of them.” Andrew clenched and unclenched his hand at his side, those eyes making their way up and down my figure as I sat there before him. I pursed my lips before his voice sounded out. “Why were you dressed to go outside?”

I blinked involuntarily, remembering the embarrassing tantrum I had just moments before opening the door to find my injured knight-in-gleaming sweaters.

“W-well… I might’ve been coming to find you.”

“Why aren’t you wearing socks-”

“When have you been so concerned with my wardrobe!?” I scowled my eyes up at him as his arms came to cross themselves around his stomach.

“Whatever, I don’t really care anyway.” Andrew turned at that but before he could make any sort of distance away I let my hands come up to seize his arm. Causing him to jump just a bit in shock, looking to my hands, then to me. A confused yet cute expression crossed all over his sweet bruised face. “Ashley?”

“I haven’t thanked you yet.” I don’t know what was getting into me, maybe it was the playful throat grab. Maybe it was the Andy I knew peeking through all beneath the rubbish. The one so very eager and willing to play along with whatever I wanted to do. I grasped his arm but hardly pulled at him, standing to my feet in the dark of the kitchen as Andy came along to my grip. Smoothing my left hand up his chest and around his cheek where he stiffened up, allowing me to draw him down to my level to place a deviously sweet kiss onto that heated swollen cheek along his face. At that moment I had closed my eyes and just held him to my lips. My right hand slid down the back of his arm until it grasped the edge of his sleeve, tugging at him to be closer to me. My other hand gently caressing his unharmed side, sometimes playfully pressing into his scalp as I kissed his face for an indeterminate amount of time.

He just stood there, stunned and stumped, shock coursing through his sensory system I would imagine. Only because I had never done something like that before, we were close… but this close? I hadn’t even kissed anyone else before now, I never wanted to… was it… was I waiting for Andrew..?

 

My answer found me when his arm pushed from my hand, slipping forward around my waist and drawing me further into him. He pulled his face back, making my eyes flutter open up at him. Feeling a look of innocence crossed my face as his stunned look kept on being at a loss.

 

“Ashley…” I twisted my head up at him, feeling a smirk tug at my lips as my left hand caressed around the side of his face. My gaze reflexively moved to the tightly closed lips of my brother. Before meeting him once again, as my hand drew my thumb and forefinger to cradle the front of his chin.

 

He leaned down toward me, holding me, breathing a thick alcohol stained scent against me. But otherwise he was clean, smelt like the Andrew I knew, so maybe that was enough to reward such a sweet man.

 

“You did such a good job, Andrew…” When I leaned in this time his hand cradling my back seized at my hoodie.

 

“You’re wearing my jacket…” he grumbled at me in the tender evening light.

 

“So I am.”

 

“What is this?” He asked, his voice flecked with worry and concern.

 

“It’s your reward… for being such a good brother. My good brother.” Andrew balked a few centimeters from me in sheer amazement at my statement. “Don’t think too much about it, Andy.”

 

Then I closed the distance.

 

Andrew’s free hand came around my throat so instantly and tightly that I didn’t have more than a moment to relish the feel of his lips against mine, forcing me back onto the stool once again as I drew my hands off of him. His eyes were brightly colored now, lit with a trembling fear that was so pitiful.

 

“What. The. FUCK!” His voice hissed out, his thumb pressing alongside my choker as his other fingers held me in place. My own hands raised in a non-offensive position as I let a grin overtake my lips, looking up at him as the color flooded to my face.

 

“Careful, Andy, Mom and Dad won’t like you hurting me.”

 

“To hell with that, you just… you just-“

 

“We just-“

 

“Don’t you put that shit on me, you grabbed me .” His other hand came up shaking, trembling really, as he hurried ran it through his hair before his grasping hand released me. Letting me go and leaving the memory of his handprint around my throat…

 

‘A shame it didn’t last longer…’

 

“Not like the other girls in your life huh?” I let my hands come down to the stool seat, parting my legs to let my hands come under the lip of the cushion to give me an innocent seated vibe. The subtle bounce of my leg ebbing out the warm feeling in my core, as Andy stood right there in my space. Still as close as ever. 

 

“You’re my sister , Ashley…” he hissed again “you do understand what that fucking means?”

 

“I’m not looking for kids, Andrew,” his eyebrows tightened at that and he glanced over his shoulder back at our parents room, “don’t worry about them.”

 

“Why the hell shouldn’t I just go tell on you right now?”

 

“Tattletale now” His rightmost eye twitched in annoyance. “The big man of the hour gonna tell his parents about his late night kiss with his s i s t e r ?”

 

“ Ashley , you are so close to screwing up your life.”

 

“Go on then, Andy,” I soothed, leaning on my hands and more into his presence. I swear the heartbeat beneath his sweater pounded like a drum. “Tell them and ruin my life.”

 

“Quit calling me that.”

 

“Make me, you little bitch…” The silence that overtook the space between us was palpable. Andrew staring me down, and I stared up at him in turn. I could feel his want to shove me or hit me or anything. But he hesitated in his confusion and frustration. He didn’t move away from me though, scared so stiff from that moment he didn’t know whether or not to run from this.

 

Maybe that hesitation was an unspoken desire, or maybe he was just debating on choking me to death.

 

“I am your brother, you’re my sister.”

 

“I don’t think that matters for one-”

 

“I think it matters quite a fucking lot.”

 

“AND, dickhead,” Andrew grumbled something as I continued “, It was nice.”

 

“ You, kissed me! ”

“Keep repeating it, I’m sure it’ll make more sense as you go.”

“You whore-face moron!”

“You kiss your sister with that mouth?” I retorted sharply, letting Andrew whisper out a couple more heated words as I let loose a gentle chuckle at him, making his face darken with color at my lack of care for the situation. 

 

“What is wrong with you?”

 

“About as much as what’s wrong with you.”

 

“We are incomparable.”

 

“Woah buddy, grab that phrase from your favorite movie or something, besides the fact that you kissed me too.” His eye twitched once again, it seemed I was really getting to him with this one, but then he chose to step back from me. Making me think he was fearful to be drawn into another hold. 

 

Andy wanted to say something, but his mouth failed to sound it out at me. Opening and closing over and over, eyes searching mine for some kind of deeper meaning.

 

I assume it was for something that made this situation make sense.

That made me consider things as well, was I just screwing with him? I mean I had just kissed his face out of spite but then we looked at each other and… I mean he hardly made it easy to get away. Holding me like that, but it was me who pushed into it. Who’s at fault?

Neither of us pushed away when we could have, no matter how long, it was him holding me and I holding him for a moment, and it felt right.

 

What the hell made sense about anything tonight, Andrew and I taking up space in the kitchen after he got back from drinking while I was on my way out to torture him for leaving. Maybe the truth of everything was that it didn’t really make sense, because being in love with someone never made sense.

 

Well… that was a word.

 

Love…

 

Looooovvvvve…

 

Love..?

 

I blinked at him, that want in my stomach had shifted then, squirming its lump like shape into my chest. Where it uncoiled itself to reattach itself to my still beating heart. It hurt and squeezed so very tightly that I felt that momentary skip through my whole body. It made me twitch there for a half second in absolute agony, my head felt dizzy, the detail of my surroundings blended harshly into a delightful hum of single evening drenched gray.

 

Did I fall in love with Andrew?

 

Have I always been in love or did I just think so up until now?

 

I mean I never liked him leaving me on my own, he is my best friend. My only friend, and I always wanted to be his only…

 

His only everything…

 

Everything…

 

The burn that crept into my face was unlike anything I had experienced before. It made me aware that if Andrew and I were in proper lighting I would probably be lit up like a tomato. Before, being choked was just a shameless desire for human attention, but now… I just wanted him to touch me and hold me and tell me all about all the bitches he ever rejected for me.

 

“Ashley?”

 

I snapped back into reality and sat up even straighter. Feeling a pulling feeling from between my thighs that made me release my hold on the stool so I could quickly shut my legs. Squeezing them together and pressing my hands over my knees.

 

“Andrew?” He gave me a quizzical look and his eyes flicked down my figure before looking at my face.

 

“I know we are in the middle of something but you look… faraway?”

 

“Aw, concerned about me Andy-“

 

“Never mind your little fucking lapse in awareness, bitch.” He shook his head with a disgusted look on his face as his feet turned quickly around towards the bathroom. He brought his hands to his face, quietly whispered ‘what the fuuuuck.’ Then walked away, disappearing into the bathroom as I sat there. Unable to move as my heart throbbed furiously in my chest.

 

“You… my adorable, lovable big baby brother…” I whispered in the empty room… feeling a bit silly for having been lovestruck at such an awkward time.

The door shut to the bathroom, leaving me in the quiet of the kitchen. 

 

Leaving me with nothing but this aching feeling in my stomach and the memory of Andy’s hand, at the thought I brought my right hand up to gingerly touch along the heat of my flesh. Feeling an excitement that made me shiver in place before I was able to calm myself down.

 

“Fuuuucck indeed…” I muttered into the air, looking once towards our parents door. In all its statuesque state, completely devoid of any noise, no snoring, no TV. Almost as if they were dead behind that closed panel, dead to me at least… 

 

Mom did fasten something together tonight though, and even if I was heated between the legs there was a greater pain at my midsection. The pain of an empty stomach.

 

I reached my arm up to brace onto the counter before pushing myself onto my feet. Chafing the heel of the shoe into my skin as the feel steps I had taken in them were enough to irritate anyone. I brought myself around the counter top and towards the fridge. Opening it up to see the plastic container of shittily packaged spaghetti. I dragged my eyes from it and to one of the cubby’s of the fridge. Those half shelves that held cheeses or vegetables usually. We used one for our lunch meats, so deciding on what I was gonna get I moved myself to the sink and rinsed my hands.

 

I felt a powerful urge to at least clean myself up before a meal.

 

For whatever reason.

 

I came back to the opened fridge and opened the cubby to snag out a package of ham that had been sliced at the store. Peeling it open and reaching into it to pull out five or eight slices of meat. I rolled it together and bit into it gently to free up my hands to return the package to the cubby. 

 

Stepping away from the fridge I popped it closed with one of my hips before returning my attention to my deli meat meal. Munching on the sweet honey flavoring and savoring the relief it brought.

 

My eyes had found the most important spot of the living room, the tiny hallway that led into the bathroom.

 

My brain found the most interesting topics to focus on as well.

 

‘What does Andrew Grave’s package look like, addendum, what does his lips taste like on average?’ 

 

“Research headed and authored by Ashley Graves, brother-fucker extraordinaire…” I chuckled at myself with a mouthful of ham and hummed my chuckle as I finished off my ‘dinner.’ Rinsing my hands off, peeling a paper towel from the roll to dry them and then tossing any mess I had left out into the garbage.

Then…

The quiet came back.

In the silence you could hear the subtle hum of plumbing pushing water somewhere, I assumed the bathroom. I did want to get closer, I wanted to barge in, kiss him again and his smelly alcohol stained breath.

Something in me stopped that from happening though, call it fear of being caught or whatever you’d like but it didn’t let me move.

Instead, in the quiet air of the apartment as I stared off at the bathroom door as if any moment he’d be standing there. I stepped out of the kitchen and led myself uneasily to our room.

I slipped in, hardly making a sound as I undid the hoodie from my torso, carelessly tossing it onto the back of the chair at Andrew’s desk. Then getting to admire the work from ten or so minutes earlier. Andrew’s bed is completely wrecked and a dumb Ashley fist hole thing in the pillow.

The tantrum felt necessary at the time…

“Ugh…” I let out towards the mess as I shut the door behind myself, peeling off my shoes one by one before sitting back onto my own bed. Looking at my depressed lump of covers before letting myself fall back to the mattress proper. Falling back into the moment I had just before I got up to find that ass…

Ceiling of the apartment, but everything was layered with this unfamiliar energy. Instead of anger it was this fluttering feeling in my chest. Dreading the very real chance that Andrew wouldn’t even want to sleep in the same room as me. Which felt frustrating because he did grab me, he did let me kiss him, yet he tried to pass it off like it was all me.

I wouldn’t have had to reward him, that’s… that’s the wrong way to say it. I didn’t want it to be a ‘reward’ but maybe more as a thanks. A thank you for not forgetting about me when he had all the time in the world and alcohol to put him under.

He fought his coworkers, almost for sure lost his job.

“Jackass…” I muttered, bringing my hands up to my stomach then interlocking the digits with a sigh.

An indeterminate amount of time passed then, all toned by that sweet consistent rhythm of ticking clock sounds. You don’t really think about that sound until you have something on your mind. Then it’s damn near impossible to ignore, what with all its annoying…

Tick
Tick
Tick
Tick
Tick
T i c k
T  i  c  k
T   i   c   k
T    i    c    k

When I felt my brain melt from my ears, drowning away in the waves of ‘tick tick ticking,’ that was the moment that Andrew opened the door of the room. Cutting out all the white noise with that simple action. Pushing myself to sit up immediately as he came in, my hands respectfully resting in my lap for a moment or two until he shut the thing behind himself. His eyes came to me first, making me squirm momentarily. He didn’t look away for a moment, his dulled emerald eye’s hardly visible in the soft light of the room.

It became quiet again, leaving me and him in the soft ticking of the clock. I drew my palms up my legs and gently clapped them against my thighs to alleviate the silence. The action seemed to peak his attention.

“So…” I followed softly, “have a good shower?”

“I… didn’t shower?”

“Oh, gross.” Andrew rolled his eyes at that, “So you're just trying to stink up the room with all your nastiness?”

He let out the smallest smile and the most subtle snort, his hand coming up to cover it up but I knew it was there. Seeing that helped ease the tension in the air, and I felt the anxiety welling in my stomach start to release.

I can not remember the last time I had been this worried about screwing something up, it most definitely had to do with the fact that this was Andrew I was dealing with. I couldn’t imagine getting this stuck on some dude from class.

“Wouldn’t be any worse than you.”

“Take that back, you know I smell good.” I held up my head, a bit proud of myself as he started talking properly.

“Yeah…” and just like that the casual air slipped away. Andrew let his hand reach around the back of his neck as his eyes slinked away from me and inevitably… “For real Ashley?”

His words drew me back to his side of the room and for a second there I actually regretted it, but the feeling was squashed rather quickly, “I mean… I was rather angry with you.”

“You are such a fucking kid.”

“It takes one to know one.”

“Really?” He asked, pulling my attention back to him, “that’s really all you have to say to that,” he gestured something with his other hand. Indicating the room where I tossed up his space, “you need to grow up.”

“To hell with that, I would die before I got old and decrepit like Mom and Dad.”

“That’s not what I mean…” his hand squeezed at the bridge of his nose.

“Then what do you mean Andrew? Want me to bundle up in a nice little sundress, go out for groceries. Take care of the kids all the while smiling up a nice storm for you-”

“What do you think GROWING UP means?!”

“What’d I just say?”

“It means getting over yourself, getting a job, stop itching to be a little fucking brat at every opportunity.”

“Like you,” I furrowed my expression up at him, “The punk brother who fights people over his stay-at-home sister, couldn’t handle some random dude calling me a creepy bitch or something?”

“God you can kindly fuck yourself for that, Ashley.” That’s when I got off my bed, crossing my arms across my chest with a huge smirk on my face.

“You know I’m right, you’re no better than me-”

“I’m loads better than you!”

“Oh, cause you pretend better, face it Andy” I stepped towards the man, feeling a confusing cocktail of emotions swirling up my throat. Andrew’s face screwed up when I called him by his nickname, my steps felt heavy, my vision was bleeding like before and the only thing I could see was him. I came up into his space, staring fully into his anger-filled gaze. “You’re just as bad as me, I just like it while you get to pretend you’re something better. I remember the way you treated the boys around me, especially when we got older. I remember each and every one you scared away because I L I K E D IT, seeing you protective of me.” Advancing on him as my voice seared my words into his chest, I was practically on him in the doorway of our room. Having him backed into it as my finger reached up to poke a single accusatory finger into his chest. “Seeing you angry over me, because you don’t want anyone else to want me. Like me, wait fuck that, exactly like me.”

Andrew hissed out a strained word or two, his hands had fallen to his sides as I called him on his bullshit. I saw them clenched too, white knuckles in a tighter than tight fist.

“You wanna know something else very interesting, Andrew… you kissed me too.” My whole hand pushed against his torso then, holding him back against the door with my palm.

At first he didn’t really do anything, nothing, zip and nada. Just stood there with me against his chest like the angriest scarecrow in the universe. His eyes bored down into mine with this unmistakable determination, and I had a feeling I was about to suffer the consequences of my actions. His arms trembled firstly, but suddenly those hands that were clutched so very tightly for so long were resting along my sides. Holding me just above my hips, his face hardly shifted from its dangerous look.

Even when he pulled me into his space, making me move my arms naturally to take spots on both of his shoulders. That was the moment that my heart wanted to burst out of my chest, his strong form dragging me right up against it.

“Fuck you, Leyley.” He whispered so very quietly to me, before he leaned himself into me and captured my lips by surprise. Eeking out nothing more than a shocked huff when he did so. His eyes shut and so did mine after his lips started to play into mine. He didn’t taste like liquor anymore… just toothpaste, the extra minty one he got for himself that he doesn’t know I use.

My thoughts were quickly scrambled when Andrew moved his right hand up my entire side, those digits mapping the entire line of my figure that left a trembling shiver behind as a reminder. His hand found its place at my cheek and he pushed me back into the room. His other hand took me around my back, squeezing me even closer to him before his lips drew from mine with a soft breath.

“A-Andrew…” I spoke softly, feeling a lack of breath from all of this as my own hand came up to gently caress his bruised face.

“Yeah?” He chuckled down at me, showing off this confident grin.

“Don’t act so cool, this is different…” he kissed me again when I stopped talking, drawing away for a half second as he leaned me back onto my bed. Stopping once more when I was sitting down, feeling short of breath I couldn’t speak when he took up the space beside me. His expression is much softer now, like he got out something he wanted to say.

“This is different, but…”

“Yeah.” I replied, not feeling a need to sound it out.

“Do you want to continue?” I found the words unable to come out so I nodded instead. Watching his expression when his hands smoothed down what he could reach until he came to my hips. Dragging me onto his lap with hardly any effort since I pushed onto him as well. His hands rested naturally around my waist and I leaned totally into his presence before my ability to speak returned.

“Mine…” I whispered at him, feeling the seriousness of the word shudder in my throat. “You are mine.”

Andrew blinked up at me, before I laid him back onto my bed, caressing his sweet face as I stole another kiss from him.

Mine


MINE

 


M I N E




M  I  N  E!



Chapter 2: So What Now?
Summary:
What can you do but try to rationalize your interest in your big brother?

Chapter Text
What is the first thing you become aware of when you wake up?

Is it the feeling of your sheets or an ache in your side, it could very well be the dry tongue sitting in your mouth because you’re good and dehydrated.

For me, it’s the space inside my brain, like the actual tangible void between the sides of my skull. Swimming in it before needlessly striking the side of my head and bouncing back across that void to the inevitable other side. Like the soul of my awareness playing a classic game of pong within my head.

That awareness bleeds out, down my brain stem and into my spine. Then to the nerves, it spreads like a throbbing vein into every inch of my body, bringing me back into the meatsuit despite the protest reverberating inside my head. I don’t ever want to be aware again, let me float in the limbic fluidity until eternity comes calling.

Some days are hard, like this. Others I simply open my eyes, ready to start it all again.

My mouth is the first thing I move, haplessly stretching out with a delicate voiceless yawn. Then my eyelids, moving what felt like stiffened muscle into a bleary smudge of black, a void once more but this one was entirely more tangible. The senses in my body told me that my arm was latched around the blackness, and it was warm and soothing. My nerves crackled to life in my fingertips which gave me the strength to grasp onto the blackness. It shifted in discomfort and a sudden sensation came over my scalp, another cross of movement and what I realized was my blanket was drawn off of my head. Leaving me clutched against the side of Andrew, whom I had been sleeping on for who knows how long.

My cheek was planted on his chest just beside his beating heart, ear listening in on the thrumming hum of his lungs as they breathed. It all came back in the instant the blanket was removed though.

Andrew and I slept in the same bed… after making out for an indefinable amount of time.

“Ashley,” his voice vibrated into his chest and the wild memories started to overtake me. The way his lips felt against my teeth, and his very eager hands, the heat in between us when I was nestled in his lap-

Andrew’s hand thumped on the back of my skull, It was incredibly soft but served enough to shorten my recollection of last night. I kept my eyes locked into the bleary void of Andrew’s shirt, the tight grip my arms had around him truly was something else.

“I know you’re awake, Ashley.” His tone was becoming a bit sour but it still had that sweetness in it, like…

“No…” I muttered suddenly.

“No?”

“I’m not letting you go.” I huffed as I stuffed my face into his shirt, completely obscuring the sight of fabric and light as his hand rubbed over the top of my scalp.

“Well… that won’t do, I wanna eat and shower…”

“Then shower with me, save on water costs.” Andrew didn’t reply, his hand was against my hair, and the momentary silence was broken by his fingertips pushing into my hair. Rubbing at the skin of my head beneath it.

“What is wrong with you?” He hushed out, petting me as I laid there, the soothing feeling making me draw only a tiny bit away. I let my eyes adjust once again in the light of the room, as I slowly moved myself up his torso. Until I felt the press of his chin atop my head while his hand found better form at the top of my back between my shoulder blades. Drawing the lightest circles into my skin from the slightly shifted shirt I had worn.

I drew myself up to look at his face, admire it really. His drowsy green eyes, the somewhat serious frown crossing his lips even with his heart thumping away so passionately in his chest. “You’re what’s wrong with me, Mister Graves,” my other hand came up to snag him at his collar while he settled against me. I drew him toward me ever softly and captured his lips so easily. Trying to work that frown from his face, and maybe even his need to get up from bed.

His heart skipped a second just like my own as his other hand moved in to lightly hold the side of my head, before his fingers pushed some loose hair around the edge of my ear. The motion made me shiver eagerly, drawing my lips from his for just a second to whisper his name and delving right back in. The hand at my back took an opportunity to draw to my shoulder and down my left arm.

I repeated the motion of kissing him, sweet delicate things that left so much more wanting. It was only when his grip shifted over my face, his caressing palm coming under my cheek and grasping underneath my jaw, did I part my lips to his. Him obeying eagerly and opening in return, letting a sweet breath into me before my tongue could tease past his parted lips. Something tensed in Andrew and his hands came to grasp me at my shoulders. I in turn pulled away from his lips, mostly curious to see what all the fuss was.

His face was wrinkled ever so slightly, wreathed with amusement until he whispered up towards me.

“You got pretty bad morning breath, Ashley.”

I felt the pout forming before I could even think and Andrew took that in stride.

“Something the matter Ash-“ he certainly was striding when I raised my arm quickly and thumped it against his chest. He wasn’t prepared and let out a strained breath from it before quickly recovering, his damn… cute smile still drawn over him. “S-something the matter, sister.”

“You’re not supposed to say rude things to me!” The look of confusion crossed his features as I soothed my arm over the space I hit. His hands drawing away from me until all that was left were his fingertips, lightly stroking my arm through the disheveled shirt.

“Don’t know when we agreed on that…”

“When you kissed me,” Andrew’s gaze narrowed a bit at the accusation.

“You mean when you kissed me?”

“When we kissed each other.” I conceded only that and though Andrew seemed to accept it, he let out this subtle huffing breath that only told me that he didn’t quite agree but he was giving up regardless.

“Sure, fine. Whatever you say, Ashley…”

“Hey, don’t say it like that or I’m gonna be upset with you.”

“Oh no, what would I ever do if you were upset with me, Ashley?”

“I assume you have some sort of idea.” Andrew let out a shaprish ‘tsk from his lips, he pulled his hand up to his head of hair, our eyes remaining on each other in the quiet that took over the space between our tangled selves. Pushing his dark locks out of his face as he watched me, pulling his hair into a gently closed fist, tugging the roots of his hair at his scalp. The skin of his forehead being drawn along with it, smoothing out the creases in his pale skin.

“You’re staring…” He muttered, just as his other hand came over to pat me on top of my head. Something instinctual in me pushed my hand into action, moving up to grasp at his wrist, pushing him off of my head but not pushing him entirely away. More or less removing the block that his arm created in my vision.

“Of course…” I mumbled in return, his eyebrow cocking up in curiosity but the question didn’t come out. “Because you’re mine, only mine.” His expression turned neutral then, that hand of his drawing out of my loose hold and coming around to caress my cheek. His other hand released his hair and fell to his chest.

“Is that right?” He muttered, his gaze became focused and intense as he said that. His hand pawing along the breadth of my cheek before his thumb came up to smooth against the groove of my cheekbone.

“It is right.”

“But you know what that means?” I felt the tiniest bit puzzled, Andrew’s movement ceased against my features.

“What does it mean… Andy?” His thumb and index came in to gently, softly pinch at my cheek.

“You bitch,” he softly sounded out, his voice was endearing with the way it rumbled through his chest, the subtle reverberations between the breaths used in his speech. “It means you’re mine too.”

“That’s… strangely romantic, Andrew.” I blinked up at him, he blinked back at me. The fingers around my cheek flesh released me and reached under my face to squeeze around the whole of my face. Unintentionally pushing my lips into a pout, the moment didn’t last long as my hand came up to push his grip from my expression.

“Romantic?” He echoed out, I drew myself from him then as my eyes scour down his figure before rounding right back to his face, framed in his soft looking black hair.

“Don’t read too much into it, Mister Graves.” My legs pushed back over the edge of my bed, standing myself up from the soothing form of him.

“…” he blinked, shifting himself slowly from the bed. Watching me intently for a quiet moment or two, his hands found a grip on the sheets of the bed. His look was wreathed with this strange expression, terse yet still considering my phrasing in his mouth. I could visualize the way the inside of his lips waggled around my words, the fleshy tip of his tongue wriggling to parse out the details. “What do you wanna eat today?”

He finally said, his lips barely parting to say the words but they felt crisp and sharp to me in this quiet space. Leaning towards him beside my bed gave me the option to look back towards the clock chiming it’s seconds away. It read a sharp eleven thirty six in the AM I would presume. Had Andrew still been in the employ of his work… I’m sure they would’ve blown up the house phone by now to make sure he was coming in… but just to be safe.

“Don’t you work today, Andrew?” His eyes drew into a hard stare.

“Memorized my schedule again, did you?” I felt my eyes roll as Andrew moved himself into my space again. He might’ve expected me to scoot away but I didn’t so he let his legs take up the spaces beside my own. He had to look up at me just a bit in this position but that was okay.

“It was easier to figure out a way to screw with you.” I let my hands take position at my hips as I let loose a devilish wink then stuck my tongue out at him. His own tongue playfully returned the gesture as he let loose a gentle huff as he shifted himself forward. His intention was to stand and I let him do so, stepping back towards the center of the room as he lifted himself from my bed and subtly stretched his legs and back.

His expression creased with exertion for only a moment and his eyes looked off at something in the middle distance for a moment. His stance eased and his gaze flicked back to mine with a blink. I kept my hands on my sides, looking up to him curiously, what was there for us to do now?

I’m sure he was thinking the same thing, or how goddamn cute I am in the morning light, either was a strong possibility.

“So…” he said, letting the ‘o’ drift on for a half second longer.

“Mm..?” I hummed back, feeling my eyebrows raise in anticipation.

“Did you have anything you wanted to do today?”

“Cute.”

“What..?”

“I called what you’re doing cute.”

“Why..?”

“Do I really need a reason?”

“I guess not, but that doesn’t really answer the thing I just asked you… if anything it’s like you’re deflecting.”

“Well.. I would like to do a lot of things… and I wouldn’t like to do other things, isn’t it kind of pointless to wax on about the situation like anything would change if I wanted to do this thing or that thing?”

“What the fuck are you talking about.” Andrew’s smile lingered on his words and he brought his arms together over his chest. He shook his head subtly at me before speaking, “I wouldn’t say pointless, it gives me a good feeling to turn you down.”

“See, we wouldn’t be anywhere if I said what I wanted to do or didn’t want to do.”

“Why don’t you just tell me so we can get on with the rest of our morning.”

“That’s just it, I don’t want to do any-“

“Ashley, Christ can you please just move on from this.” I huffed at his interruption, scowling gently at his face.

“Fine, there is something I wanna do.” I left the ‘thing’ pointedly removed from the conversation.

Andrew’s eyebrows furrowed down at me in a frustrated pattern and his foot started to subtly tap against the floor as I buried the point.

I took a few steps into his space which made him pause, his hands naturally came loose from his front and hung back at his sides. I kept my expression locked up at his, searching his green irises for any signs of fear but it was just curiosity, wide orbs taking in the details of my actions.

I let my hands come from my hips and they immediately found a new place to touch against his torso. I pushed a single finger into his shirt, holding the fabric against the warmth beneath. The rest of my digits soothed against the cloth, none pressing as tightly as my first, soon my hands pushed around his sides, taking a gentle grip on the figure of his body. I had to look away for the moments I was exploring his torso but when I looked back up I noticed Andrew’s features had stiffened.

A subtle color ebbed across the apex of his cheeks, those eyes had softened and watched me with something different than curiosity.

It felt kind of like he was expecting something.

“What do you wanna do, Andrew?” I whispered up at him, letting my left hand move up his front as his face became stoic at the question. As the digits from my hand reached into the collar of his shirt and drew it forward. Making him step just a bit closer into my space as I exposed the top of his chest. His near invisible chest hair casting almost imperceptible shadows along his bare skin. I had stopped watching him of course, intent with this delicacy of exposure that I had not had the pleasure of enjoying previously.

Andrew didn’t answer me, but his arms came up my sides and set his hands around both of my shoulders. The touch confirmed my position here and I leaned up to the man’s neck instead. Keeping my shirt pulling fingers right where they were as I buried my face into his neck. Gently kissing it in the still air of the room, Andrew’s arms seized up at me, but he only drew me closer. My lips pushed a warm kiss on his flesh letting his temperature meld into mine, my mouth parting before my tongue circled forward to taste. Andrew shuddered momentarily but I didn’t want to spend too much time here, lest I get carried away. So I pulled away, Andrew whispered out a half unintelligible sigh before his head shifted ever so slightly above me. But I wasn’t exactly done here.

I drifted down towards my hand hooked into Andrew’s shirt. Drawing the collar over the collarbone, I spied the shape of it wrapped over with flesh. The pocket of space where his neck began right where the symmetrical bones met. I leaned in and kissed that delicate space between them. Then shifted over to wrap my lips over his fleshy bone. Licking at it initially, earning a smattering of goosebumps over Andrew’s skin. Before my teeth moved forward and drew what loose skin there was into my maw. I suckled at it, gently teasing the flesh in my teeth.

It tasted sublime… like tart sweetness, slightly salty, it was tough even from this distance. Eventually I opened more of my mouth, applying a firm pressure until I suddenly pulled back from his chest, leaving a wet hickey over the midpoint of his collarbone. The coloration was instantly visible, deep velvet red formed the ring around the oval shape then a wine shaded center, edged with teeth marks. It filled me with a sort of confusing pride when my hand let its thumb go forward, rubbing the cool salvia from the top of his skin.

“There,” I huffed out before letting my eyes shift to look Andrew in his face, the color had darkened on his face and his lips had slightly parted in a sort of needy breathy inhalation. My hands released their holds and shifted to encircle the back of his neck with my hands.

“Happy birthday, Andy.” Andrew’s face twitched at the name, like I pinched him unexpectedly.

“Don’t call me that.” He muttered, that uncomfortable expression working its way down my own features. I could feel it inching along my cheek, my chest… then back to my neck.

“Hmpf, why shouldn’t I?” I asked out, his green gaze looking down at me. There was this intense feeling radiating from him as we stood together, embracing one another.

Andrew didn’t respond, leaving me with only the soft rhythm of his breath for a few unexplainable seconds. Andy shifted into my space, his hands encroached around my back and started to drag their fingertips against the fabric of my shirt. His right hand decided it was time to slip into my shirt more properly. Curious touching fingers smoothing around the breadth of my shoulder blade before caressing into the shallow space between them. Pressing along the subtle bumps of my spine, it was when he was between those spaces at my shoulder that he would press firmly into me. Making my instinctually flex forward into him.

I was so enraptured with this moment that I didn’t realize Andy was inching closer. Only becoming aware when his breath was on my cheek. My eyes focused on him, his face and hair. The way his masculine scent felt being so close to me, it was a deep scent, like soil or rock dust. It relaxed me, like the deep sleep we had only just risen from. I didn’t really mean to spark him alive like this but it wasn’t an unsatisfying outcome.

Andrew leaned in and let his lips kiss against my cheek, it was such a sweet expression that I didn’t know exactly how to react. My hands relaxing from his neck and finding the grooves of his shoulders as a much more secure position. Then he moved down, those lips of his drawing to the edge of my jaw, then to the flesh just beneath. I adjusted wordlessly for him, I wanted him to explore me on his own. It was… startlingly wonderful to feel his presence working into me.

His other hand found its posture at the small of my back, clinging to me almost in this tight death-like grip. As if he was afraid of me slipping away. Andrew came to the midpoint of my neck and kissed at me sweetly, tenderly, unlike me he didn’t taste at my flesh. Just kissing at the soft skin beneath his embrace as his hands felt the texture of my body, that hand stuck in my shirt needlessly rubbing up and down the smallest part of my spine. Tantalizingly caressing the outermost layer of skin with only three of his fingers while the others were busy drawing their nails across me.

“A-ah… Andrew.” I had let out softly along his ear, a bit more haughtily than I had intentioned. Andrew took it as a sign…

When his bite came I couldn’t help but gasp inwardly and deeply. I felt his lips part around my flesh, his head drew closer and his breath was almost ragged against me. Then he closed around a section of my skin. Drawing it in and gently pulling into his mouth as he kneaded me with the points of his teeth, my fingers squeezed into his shoulders as he played with me so willfully, so easily.

“Y-you’re certainly taking this whole thing in stride… Mister Graves.” The chuckle he let loose reverberated into my throat. As he gave me a returning hickey slowly and methodically, until he drew away from me entirely, leaving a tender kiss over the spot for my comfort. The hand holding me above my shirt slipped back first, then the one pressing into my back retreated as well. Andy drew his hands to my shoulders and let us separate just a bit so he could speak down at me.

“You make it just a bit too easy.” He was wreathed in a delicate red which I assumed was mirrored on my own expression, his left hand rubbed over my shoulder and covered the hickey with the palm. The thumb languishing under my chin as he pushed my expression up a bit towards him. I felt a grin spread on my face, but quickly let it go as he just stood there looking at me.

“I… will probably have to wear something to hide it.”

“Oh… shit,” Andrew’s hand released me and came up to scratch awkwardly at his cheek, “forgot…”

“Forgot that we still live with our parents?” I felt my chest swell with amusement at the phrasing.

“Yeah, forgot that they’d probably kick us out.”

“Us?”

“Yes… dumbass, us, cause if you think for one second I wouldn’t take you down with me-“

“Mm, please take me down Mister Graves.”

“Ugh you’re ridiculous.”

“Uh huh.” There was this quietness that took over just then, the both of us kind of trading a look between each other as our arms kept us both at distance. Andrew’s hands released me and I mirrored his shift. My eyes looked down at his body again, feeling a bit sad at the distance. I blinked back to look at him, his gaze was far away, staring aside at me and towards the ground. There was this kind of strain around his eyes and the corners of his lips twinged in an uncomfortable way.

It faded away just before his expression came up and flicked his look over to the doorway.

“Should check if they’re even here today, I know Mom was talking about going out.”

“Be my guest, since someone decided it would be a good idea to leave a hickey on my neck.”

“Well you can’t tell me you didn’t like it…” his gaze flicked over to me as he said that, a near imperceptible smile on his face.

I felt a pout forming involuntarily, stepping back with one foot before crossing my arms around my midsection. “Suppose you could say that.”

“Yeah, you suppose I could.”

“Quite being an ass, Andy,” his expression tweaked ever so softly at that; “and go check to see if our parents are still hovering around the house. He grumbled a response but didn’t dare to cross my well made argument, shuffling his feet to the side, almost grinding the heel of his socked foot to the floor as he set himself towards the doorway to the rest of the apartment. It didn’t take him long and before I could say another quip in his direction the man slipped out and shut the door behind himself just as quickly. I could hear the faint echoing thuds of his footsteps reverberating through the floor. I would’ve been able to tell if Mom and Dad were here by that fact alone, but we can’t take any chances with this new part of our relationship.

Relationship… funny thing to say in the wake of everything.

What is a relationship built on obsessively hogging your brother to the point the both of you think it’s a good idea to fuc-

It’s not gonna do me any good considering the facts or the consequences of such things.

Instead I decided to approach the door myself, getting right up to the plain wooden expanse. Pressing myself up against it and holding my ear to the exterior, eager to take in the sounds out there. If there were any problems I could hide the quickest if I knew what was coming. It was pretty quiet at first, then something shuffled out towards the left of our room, then something thudded against the wall. I couldn’t make out just what that something was, just that it wasn’t too heavy and that it came from the left. After a few breaths of silence I let my hand come up to take the handle. Twisting it so slowly that I could hear the creak of the metal work itself against the twisting lock.

Then it opened, having to position myself to allow it to swing into the room I peered around the edge into the apartment.

Nothing…

Not a single thing to be seen out there in the main room of the place I call home.

Then I heard it…

Something hissing off at my left, then something else being added to that chorus. A soft hum of something… singing? The melody was random, no cordance and no consistency. Just mellow toned hush into the open air, it was inviting, then the smell would hit me. The deep smell of fatty meat cooking away, yet the silence was still unnerving even with the call of food from the area out there.

“Andrew!?” I called, something scraped at the bottom of the pan as if to respond to me and I supposed that it would do me good to just peek around the corner a bit. Easing up to the edge, feeling the ache of my hickey working through my senses I creeped around the side of the wall. Gazing out to what could only be described as… Andrew… cooking breakfast.

As soon as I could see him his gaze flicked over at me, a coolness that I wasn’t that familiar ebbing from him. His lips closed to him out that delicate tune of his.

“Were you gonna tell me they were gone anytime soon?”

“I was gonna let you figure it out.” He hushed over the sizzling pan, I felt the pout forming instantly and I stepped out of the hall and back into the kitchen proper. I let my gaze wander to the stool I had been sitting on last night. Still positions just as it had been last night when… all of it started. It was strange to describe the moment as “far away” but that’s what it all felt like. Faraway in another place when I was sure that Andy was disappearing from my life.

Only to be wrenched back in through the most fucked up scenario imaginable. There was a sudden vertigo overtaking me and I let myself stumble over to the stool with a seizing sensation boiling in my stomach. All before I looked back at Andy… Andrew, his sort of soft smile, his rolled up sleeves. His hands, holding the spatula and pan respectively as he worked at whatever meat was cooking. His veins were just visible beneath his skin and the way his fingers curled and flexed put my stomach at ease.

“Andrew…”

He didn’t even look up from what he was doing, just letting out a soft ‘hm,’ to let me know tha the heard me.

“Why did you… why?” I couldn’t say it for some reason, it felt amazing, everything about everything felt amazing until this very moment. This time of reflection, contemplation. His dumb fucking face so unperturbed.

“Well, I dunno.” He blinked, those hands ceasing their movement. “Why did you?”

“Ugh, that… that is such a non-answer.”

“What do you want me to say?” I want you to explain it to me.. make me feel better.

“I wa- it doesn’t even matter.” I scoffed and turned myself away from looking at him, letting my arm come up to the countertop. Steadying the uneasy feeling rolling in my tummy. The sounds of the pan setting down on the stove was what met my words. I could hear the flames of it slowly turn low as Andrew adjusted the knob. After his presence took up the opposite side of the counter. Mirroring our positions from the night before.

The pleasant memories flooded back, tight hands. Eager kisses and the fighting through all of it.

“Cause… I don't know.” I felt my annoyance etch my features before he could continue. “We kissed… did things… but nothing that we couldn’t come back from if we want.”

“Is that not what you want?” Do I feel guilt? Is this that disgusting feeling sitting with me, because I don’t regret having Andrew, I don’t regret… any of it except the feeling that he didn’t really want to do any of this.

“If I wanted that would you be okay with it?” I sensed his eyes on my cheek and I let myself look over at him. His hands braced together over the countertop then his eyes met mine. They were normal, just simply looking at me with a slightly concerned expression. I couldn’t tell if there was fear there in him, he seemed too content with everything. Maybe the dooming thought of our parents still being here was the proof he needed that we didn’t just fuck up our lives for good. That felt right because of his admission that we hadn’t really done anything that reprehensible… yet.

“Do you wanna go back… to the way things were?”

“Depends on how far into the were we are talking about.”

“What does that mean..?”

“Means we’re fucked up people, Ashley.”

“Cute, we’re fucked up together.”

“At least… we could be fucked up even more than that.”

“Again I ask if that’s gonna be something you can live with. Maybe I don’t want an answer, maybe I’m content to just continue on. In ignorance of your real feelings.”

“I’m hurt you’d even suggest not hearing me out.”

“You’re hardly the paragon of eloquence when you speak, Andrew.”

“Look who’s stealing from shit they read now.” I felt the snort involuntarily exhale from myself as he crossed me with a joke. He flashed a smile as he got me to laugh, making my heart flutter just that bit more.

“That’s not fair…”

“What isn’t fair is you, ambushing me with that question.”

“What isn’t fair is that you haven’t finished breakfast yet…”

“Ah, we're dodging the topic for now?” I felt my words hitch at the back of my throat. Nodding once as he stood up at the counter, reaching his hand over to pat my head, soothing his fingers against my scalp before pulling away. “Then wait right there, I’ll prepare you something too.”

“Wait, you weren’t going to make me anything?”

“Nah, there was only like two slices of ham in there, someone ate the rest…”

“Ah… yep that was me.”

“So you’re at fault.” Did I say that out loud..?

“Y-yeah… ate most of it last night for dinner.”

“I’ll make you a sandwich or something…”

“Aw, my hero.”

“Shut it.”



Chapter 3: An Ounce of Love
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Andrew set my plate down in front of me, with the flourish of setting the table for the both of us, stepping away as his own breakfast languished beside me. Steaming in the open air as he worked away at my own morning meal. I spied over to his plate and saw the nicely darkened ham slices resting along the top of the scrambled egg between two pieces of toast, he even prepared himself a nice entourage of fruit. I could tell he used a little bit of mayonnaise and mustard with the condiments bleeding out between the top slice of toast and the meat. 

 

“Whatcha making for me?”

 

“Wouldn’t you like to know.” He replied curtly, tying off the bread bag and setting it down on the counter just next to the actual breadbox. The bread had already been set into the toaster, while Andrew swiftly cracked the rest of the eggs into a mixing bowl, adding milk before whisking it together with a spoon. A thought crossed my mind as I watched him there, half memory and half hopeful. On my last birthday Andrew had done something very similar, breakfast and presents… with that god awful lemon muffin they don’t make anymore and the chocolate one I always have preferred. The thoughts made me smile a bit more than I was prepared to, feeling like today was as important to him as that day.

 

“Since I do most of the cooking I would like to know.” Andrew barely peaked over with a look that just said ‘try me.’ So obviously I took that as a bit of a challenge. “Which one of us is the better cook, you or me.”

“Well I don’t burn the eggs nearly as much as you do.”

“You don’t burn the eggs as much because you don’t cook as much.”

“You’re acting like you’re over here twenty-four-seven, cooking and cleaning for the house.”

“Oh Andrew, I might as well be, I slave away all day everyday, waning beneath the pressure of home life.” 

 

“Please, you haven’t worked hard since…” Andrew found a pause as he shifted the bowl into his hands, carefully pouring it into the pan before sprinkling some sort of seasoning onto it. He was overly careful, measured, like straight out of a cookbook. 

 

“Since when?”

 

“Since never obviously.” His smile was derisive, clearly just trying to get a rise out of me. It was working.

 

“Would you actually like to take that back since-“

 

“Your cooking skills are what need to be taken back.”

 

“Hey, my cooking is top notch. ass.”

 

“I mean when mom is helping yeah.” I felt my heart drum uncomfortably as he brought her up specifically. Wriggling in place as the thoughts of her sharp words played into my head whenever she would ‘help’ me cook.

 

“You really had to bring that up? Dickhead.”

 

“Watch your mouth, Ashley, remember who’s making you your eggs.”

 

“Make me, fucker.” Andrew had been working away at the dish for as long as we were talking. He looked ahead at the wall, eyes half narrowed as his hands went down to lower the flame on the stove. He walked over to the sink straight after, turning on the faucet and washing his hands quite pointedly. I kind of just let the air hang, and this threatening aura that started to build.

 

I let myself lean fully back on the stool as he finished up at the sink, as he turned around I felt a grin overtake me as his dower expression glared at me.

 

“Oh my dear brother, whatever shall you do with all this frustration.”

 

“I think you have some idea…” he hushed out as he took a few steps toward the counter and stepped around it. I brought one of my hands up towards my face feeling a bit fluttery at the state of our circumstances.

 

“Do I know, you’re gonna crush my windpipe? Maybe bloody my nose or something.”

 

“I would… well… maybe.”

 

Wow… what a romantic.

 

It was my turn to narrow my eyes up at him, feeling a bit of hostility emanating from my dearest older brother. 

 

“What, I'm just joking.”

 

“Uh huh.” I brought one of my arms up to the countertop, bracing myself against it as Andy shifted uncomfortably before me.

 

“Well… huh.”

 

“Wimping out now after all that talk?” Andy sheepishly grinned down at me, that hostility evaporating just like that, not that I didn't appreciate the shift. Andrew cleared his throat after a moment and leaned into my space,

“Hardly, where’s your cute smile now?” The question made the blood rush to my ears, just as his hand came up to the side of my neck. Softly pressing the spot that was still somewhat tender, his index first, then his middle, trailing the outline of it I imagined. He drew a bit of his lip between his teeth and hushed in a soft breath. Somehow I felt my own tandemous heartbeat match him in turn. Feeling my pulse quicken, my skin felt warmer just by the way his fingertips rotated the subtle swelled hickey at my throat. 

 

Unconsciously I let myself smile, feeling my heartbeat pound into my throat as Andrew moved his palm to the underside of my jaw. His thumb came around my cheek, testing the elasticity of my skin, smoothing the feeling along me. 

 

“So…. Whatcha doing there…” his grip adjusted and lifted my chin just that tiny bit towards himself, my eyes didn’t want to focus on anything but his expression as he studied me. It was this curiosity mixed into a sense of shyness, it was strange too, unfamiliarity even though we’ve known each other our whole lives. His hand edged my face, that thumb moving over the front of my lips to hold them closed. His eyes found mine, a stillness kind of took over the air as this moment came to a head. He was paused, maybe waiting for me to respond, any frustration was well and away at this moment. I pursed my lips against the underside of his thumb, feeling his limb press just that tiniest bit of pressure against my flesh.

 

“Uh… huh…” his words were a bit strained, like they were choking from the inside of his esophagus. But just like that the magic had vanished and was replaced by an awkward smile on Andrew’s face. I moved first to Andrew’s arm, gently taking it in my hand and drawing it away while I raised my eyebrow up at him.

 

“So…” I said first, his hand surrendering to mine as I drew my fingers up his arm to hold him in his palm.

 

“So…” he replied, his fingers tensed a bit around mine and then we were kinda just there. Holding each other's hand as Andrew’s expression slowly became a bit more pink in the face. I assume the look was mimicked on mine since that was oddly very romantic.

 

“What was that..?” Andrew’s expression twisted unnaturally, his eyes darting off towards the stove before the color in his face grew. Like the skin of a peach with an airy human glow.

 

“J-just…” as Andrew found his will to speak I let myself gaze down his figure. I was familiar with him, generally… we hugged, we played… then of course last night. My right hand moved forward, testing the outer layer of his clothes by rubbing the cloth between my fingers. It was some kind of polyester, sort of coarse as I directly manipulated it with my fingers. “You don’t think that we’ve done too much?” 

 

He finally said what was on his mind.

 

“You say we, but you really mean me right?” My hand moved up against his form, feeling the warmth from this morning. Like all the other mornings he’d have me wrapped up in his arms when he had nightmares or if I fell asleep while we watched television. I stood my index and middle finger against his ribs.

 

“No…” that didn’t feel very convincing if I was being honest, I strolled my digits against his front. Inching up his core with careful finger nailed steps. He didn’t move away, didn’t flinch from the fingers that poked and prodded their way up, he certainly didn’t flinch when he was… anyway. Maybe it was this vocalized hesitation that put me off, he stood here, caressed my face. Which I really liked, he stood here dealing with me… which I liked… he stayed with me in bed which I really liked. “I do mean us.” 

 

His words made me look up at his face, he had turned to me as well while I was busy poking against him. At the pace I set I was just able to reach comfortably to his shoulder, I drew his dark shirt into my fingers again at this height, the motion drew him just a step closer. I never wanted him to leave me, he was never most likely but I just wanted to be sure… right? Is this me being sure, is doing this going to ensure my big brother doesn’t find some floozy whore like he’s done already and forget all about me. But then if it’s just about keeping him with me… why does it fill me with this feeling of warmth? 

 

“You’re blushing, Ashley…” this idiot of a sibling made my guts knot up even more, and I felt a pull in my legs to stand and hug this dumbass until he understands what I’m feeling.

 

“Way to go mentioning useless shit…” Andrew let loose a soft snort at that, his free hand making itself useful and coming up to mine as it clenched at him… at him . His touch was unknowably gentle, his grip hardly tightened around my wrist as his thumb softened along the underside of my arm. His nail trailed against my skin, tracing a nothing shape into me as he stood there flushed and smiling… smiling , why was he smiling… Why was he blushing too? “Y-you know what? I’m not even gonna entertain the question.”

 

“Why’s that?” His voice was measured, collected, instead of that nervousness from before.

 

“Because we clearly went too far… Andrew…“ His brow peaked that bit more, “Andrew…” I said again as I felt my grip weakening a bit, I knew  kind of fear. My breathing came in unevenly, lips almost agape with a terror that was so familiar, the feeling that Andrew would leave me if I didn’t admit something to him about all of this. I felt stuck in this half paused moment that the words could’ve choked me to death by now. But he was still there, waiting firmly for me to find the strength.

 

“Why the hell do you look so satisfied?” I shuddered out, my grip tightening again, threatening to pull him against me. I addressed the obvious, his half cocky grin, that delighted look in his eye and the color on his cheek. He couldn’t like me like this, not like this, this is a ploy to placate me. To keep me quiet about being kissed… but… I kissed him… fuck fuck FUCK ! This fucking sucks so goddamn much!!!

 

“Ashley…” he whispered, bringing all those thoughts to heel with just his voice. Andrew held me in his eyes for a bit longer, his smirk fading into a soft expression. “Somehow… this is okay.”

 

“But it isn’t so why are you okay with it!?”

 

“Who fucking knows… but it…” Andrew stepped closer and his arms released mine and came around the sides of my head. His palms held each side of my face, thumbs smoothing aside my temples, keeping me focused on him. “It’s alright.” He soothed me suddenly, and it was my turn to bring my hands up to hold his arms. “It’s better than alright… and I think you’re feeling the same way.”

 

“Don’t tell me how I feel…” I muttered reflexively, he nodded once. His fingers pushed more into my scalp and against the back with my half undone ponytail. 

 

“Then show me how you feel… I promise there will be only a few wrong answers.”

 

“Couldn’t just punch you in the nuts and get away with it now, huh?” Andy let loose a bit of laughter, choking it down rather quickly to spare the moment. The magic was well and truly back by the way, he just… had it and had me… he has me. How do you show that kind of company?

 

I stood from the stool into Andrew’s space, his gaze kept itself on me watching in rapt attention. I let my arms push forward around him and stepped into a deep hug. Which his grip swiftly returned, wrapped around me as if for dear life. I maneuvered myself to his chest, trying to find the strumming beat of his heart as one of his hands fiddled at the loosened hair tie at the back of my head.

 

“Never thought…” he murmured out, his fingers ceasing their movement at my hair.

 

“What.” I spoke into his chest, leaning my face up so I could see beyond his arm at the empty apartment.

 

“Ech… it’s stupid.”

 

“Probably.”

 

“Hahaha, go fuck yourself…” he whispered it sweetly, warmly, like he was cradeling me with his voice.

 

“Do it yourself, you coward.” He chuckled, his hands securing their place at my head and my back respectively. 

 

“We can’t afford to get careless, can’t get you pregnant that’s for sure.”

 

“Can you not worry about it for one second?”

 

Andy didn’t respond, his hand moved away from my scalp as he positioned himself deeper into our embrace, his chin nestling over me instead. There was an inaudible hush from him as he fully relaxed against me.

 

“So…”

 

“Hm?” 

 

Andrew turned himself down to kiss the top of my scalp. Quickly following it by untangling himself from our embrace, his hands trailed up my back and up to my cheeks, making me look at him as his soft smile took across his expression.

 

“Let’s finish up the breakfast, then we can get ready.”

 

“Get ready?” My hands came up quite naturally to the outside of his hands, there was this odd feeling, a strangeness to the texture around the back of his palm. It was cool, wet and sticky and almost immediately the sensation was familiar. 

 

It felt like blood, drying blood sticking to Andrew’s hand, and mine.

 

“Yeah, gotta get my last check from work and then we have the day to ourselves.” As he continued the sensation of our bloodstained hands faded, but for a moment there it seemed like Andrew’s smile was a bit more dull. Concocted, manufactured as if he was hiding something from me. But the cheeriness in his expression was something altogether pleasant. 

 

“T-that sounds really nice… Andy-“ his brow furrowed ever so slightly and the tips of his fingers pressed along my head.

 

That’s not who I am…

 

“Andrew…” his expression softened yet again, and he pulled back with a soft tilt of his head. Shaking his long black hair with it. I returned to my stool, content with this moment as he made his way back to the stove.

 

He set himself to the task and I had this brief moment of reflection, that feeling itched itself into my guts. Making me look at my hand once again, the inside of the palm was as dry as could be. No bloodstains, no guilt… well not guilt… but… 


Why is there not any blood h e r e. . .
